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454" ACT T” SCENE * 
. „ore 
A View of the Street. | "the! 
3 the Coal-man aud bis Son. | [ 1 
ma 
GON; Whiltling J onny Caupe, are you waking . 

| a1 


tes: Wynd, wyng, hap again fir; deil's i' ma 
the cheeld, he*ll tak awa' the cheek o' the turn- au] 
pike, can ye keep the crown o* the caſſo, and be |. wi 
curs't. c': e. | 
Son. What can 1 helpit father, what can help it. | tho 
Father. What can ye help it, ye driten bitch, | h 
that ye're; can ye caſt a ſquint eye to ringle ey'd en 


Tammie fir. pai! 
Jon. So I am father, ſo I am. lan 
Father. Ca' up the ſhairny tail'd Mare dive, kyt 

do ye hear laddie; Was yu down in Lucky Buncles | « 

; 0+ day? | Er pr ma 
Son. I was a⸗ father, I was a'. 
. Father. Well laddie, didin ſhe caſt a rough bane, I ga« 

4 in y're teeth, or the cheek of a ſutters clod? thi 


Ser. No father, no, deil a bit ſhe offer'd me. | to 
Father. . Did ſhe. ſpear the price o' the coals | ha 
laddie? 5 | v 


Sox. Yes did ſhe father, ay did fs. TED vw] 
Father. Well, what dell was her e an ye | no 
weak out r? i Wt 
Son. She bade me aught-pence. _= co 


. Father. Aught-pence! Aught deils to draw her | au 
to hell bee th hair o' the head; O'd 1 fancy ſhe | 
thinks I ftale them, wha” deils. ſhe mockin thinks 
ſhe, does ſhe think I'm either a ſybo-head, or. an 
+ onion taii, and be curs't till her, the bitch. 
Som. I tell'd her father tak hum, or want them, 


Gan 


| miſtreſs, uſt a ten-pence tak them, or want them. 


- Father; O' d they juſt coſt me ſeven- pence, be- 
fore they came aff Gilmerton coal-hill, that did 


they, beſides a bap to you at Briſte Port fir. + - 
Father: What the deil did ye nae ley: to op. th 


mayor lead on her fir. 
Son. 1 was wanting to de that Ferber. but we 
ſaid they were magot ; magot ſaid 1! there's nae 


mair magoi's about thein, nor what's about ye're 
auld arſe ye bitch; wha' dei do ye mock think Je, 
when their good Gilmerion parrot. 


Father. Od the laddie has ſome. ſenſe for that 


| tho':; what t' geil, I think ye're cloven fitted, 
where deil hae ye ſteal'd them—l fancy ye've rane | 
Lem aff a' Willie Meekiſons ſtand ; I ſee theyre a 


pair e' Fiſh.market an's, what geil 1 think the cal- 
lants turn corporate, what deil's made ye ſyck a” 


kyte ye dryten bitch that ye're. 
Son. Pm ſure & dinna get nathing irs yon, to 
mak me ſae fat. | 


Fatber. What fir de ye tell me that, wh I 


gae ye a Peate-bannock before ye came frae hame | 
this morning; beſides a hap an? a mutchkin o' ale 


to ye, at May-field-loan fir: what deil wad ye 


hae ye'reſel to be a glutton fir, wad ye. 


Son Am ſure 1 got nae mair a' day, yeſterday 
bed I was at Loan- head coal, but a peaſe-ban- 


nock till a came hame at night; but ye, when ye 


fit down the deil canna raiſe ye; and there ye'll 


come hame as fu? as the baltick threſhing us, like 
| auld Baſſy, that was ſhot to dead laft winter. 3 
Father. Is that a' the reverence ye gie to ye're 
father fir? O'd it 1 gie ye fic a whithrekin, l'ſe 
gare ye' re jaw banes ring, like the clat'ring banes 5 
of an auld chair-man's lanthorn ; deil nor ye're 
mither had ſnapit the head aff ye, for my fhace. 


— 


Son. Am ſore its very true father, when ye 
Was down the Barbars a Neidery's-wind, ye was], 
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like to fell me, becauſe ye fell aff the caat, and] F 


gae me the wyte o. | 
Fieber. What deil will ye provoke me yet ir? 
o'd if I ge ye fic a whithrekin, a'11 gare the red ink 


come o'er ye're cannapy; I fancy you think ye're I 


- ſpeak ing to ye're Whey-bearded monkies like ye're 
Tel. O'd, as I was coming in at Briſto- port 


wi bim, whare we ſaw a miſtreſs and her cat, fit- | 


ting in the winnock. Sae | asked him whether be 
| | wade hae the auld yane, or the young yane; 


and he ſaid, the young yane: deil's i'the dryten 1 


di ich, he wad tak the young yane, and fill- Gil- mi : 


' Merton town fu? o' kittlen; that's a' the ſence that 
be has in his brain! Dae ye hear laddie? Was ye 
down | 
pe gat the girdle-farles? 


Son. I was there 


drink frae her, beſides a babee for maggs.. 

Father. Do ye hear laddie? ye mavn gang down 
to Mrs— od keep me, has my memery eſcapct 
me already firs: Ay, ay, Mrs Jamiſon's down: the 
Town, the firft turnpike abun the Neither Bow. 
port, an' firſt door o' the ſtair ; and there ye maun 
chep gently, for thir's a brafs nocker on th* door» 
Sion. 111 chap wi' my fite father, P11 chap wi 

my fite. e 4 „ 
© * Father. Chap wi' your fite, ye dryten bitch that 
yJe're; whatfore wad i' chap wi' ye're fite fir? do 
ye ken it's a gtand-houſe lad, and when th? ſervant 
lals comes to th? door you maun let a grand ſcrap; 
an' ca her madam at every word; o'd lad ſhe'll 
caſt a rough bane in ye're, teeth, or elſe a prime 

- Faute herron for I ken ſhe keeps primmers. - 


* * 


at the fign o the meal firlot, ye ken wnere 


father, an' I tipt the magot 
lead on her, tho? beſides I gat baith a piece an'a 


0 1 


7 1 17 * 
1 I ſella“ father, 1 ſella?. 

Father. ' And when the lady comes. ye maun 
lar. O madam, here's a prime lead for you the day! 
an' if mne 95khe price o' them: juſt a ten-pence 
tak them or want them: but ye maun hear her 
bode tho“; if ſhe ſay they're magot, a deil a e' 
magot bit's in them! for they're as fu” as ony 
nine | Pea-cod in A the country >(baſte ye an' gaug 
zwa' laddie,) an mind ye'ie maggs fir. _ | 

Son. A'll do ſae father, a 1 do. ae. . 

Father. Ca' awa* the beaſts their laddie, an'“ 
care o' ringle ey'd Tammie, an' caſt a ſquint eye 
till him, or faith he'II bring us into a pretty n., 
mingry, as he did the tither day. | 


| ACT Il. SCENE 11. 
1 of Vieu of the City Guard 


Serjant. J Urry out Duucan, cods, mercy they? re 


preeking down the town. of Edig- 
brough's Clob. | 
Firſt Soldier. Got damn you ſar, fat you pe 
pede te glib for, a” 
Coalman. What deil's you re quarrel billes, 
what” s you're qual? | 
Second Sold. Our quarrel ſhir, no matter to you | 
what's our quarrel but you muſt come awa' to 
the City Guard, by my Lord Proveſt's orders, 
for precking down the clob. _ | 
Coal aan. What deil, are the nae redemption, | 
we can tak up the clob, what are ye makin fic a 
wark about min. 


Second Sold. You ſtup't prute tat ye re, it's fi a £ ; 


down air ron te Plail ſtains, and proken a' te 
pieces. 8 8 


5 


| OS 
Coalman, Od merey its veniſh't, whare deib! 
"come o't; do ye think am gaun te pay for th” r 
| thing I did nae ſee; an be curſt te-ye, Wat t, dei 


did to“ beaſt. ſtrick at it willingly, did it 
Soldier Got damn her Bloods, wra i one l 


\ 


you mock, evgh—— put him awa ! a Mac 
Calpin' ye prute tat 9e rt. Ar 
Coalman. What do ye wart, yo nr; A S de 
hke ſcoundrels it erer bring vere 100 flice ne! 
and be cutſt to ye ſir, am n obig — to gavug « (a2 7 
you're Juſtice fir: | [nds 


Second Sold. Shuſtic e here, or muſtice therel ©? 
you moſt gang too the City Gaura, upon: any ac om. 
n ne v 

C calman. No f ir, no, a' no gang my tae len' Pon 
wi ony o' ye fir. nan 

Second Sold. Come, come, and mak nae maiÞ*" 

wor ds about it; fer that's our order fir, till tal? 
| you awa' to the City Guard. Co 

Coalman. Bring your order here fir ?. wha? deilfl . 
oblig d to gang to your juſtice, bring him here ſir 
an' a'l1 vindicate the thing wi' him atore yon; wha ” 
deil mair can I do (it, are ye gan't priſon tollf an 
faulſly, am Ja thief or a robber. e 1 

Corporal. Deil eat you, ye pruits that ye are An 
and ſpee 1 vou behint the ain rey I wat; come ta V 
bim awa', fat needs you had up ſae meikle tonguſe 
wi' him? put him into the welter hole. Co 

Colman. Let me alone fir, an' a'11 gang peaceſnne 
ably wi' ye: O gin I had ye out o'er at thl 
Wbin-mill, I ſude let you fee, whither =y whi © : 
haft or ye're ribs wode be hardeſt. he 

| Svlater. Cule » ur couits tere. 


{ 
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1 \ coming to the Tron. donates 


90 . Y, Andrew will ye nae ſpeak til 
a, 6k pagr il I GE, 
Jac Andrew. Wow Rab! is that you mah? what. 
e deil's cg mY there, I think ye're cadg'd ? 
Coalman. Cadg?d, ye dryten bitch that ye're; 
iert 5 
„In no cadg'd,, but am o 
18 1 ſndreu. Can ve come out man, can ye come out? 
Coalman. Deil's o' the dryten bitch, how can I. 
me out, when they've plac'd double ſentries on 
ahbe wi? Lochaber-guns and cleeks at them; they'll 
don catch ye before ye'd win far frae them. O0 
nan! do'ye ſee my Horſe there, what's he doing 
han, wat ye! t | 


TY Andreu. He's ty'd till a Cannon. 


1 
a0 


* 


here 


en't 


Coalman. What te deil are they gaun till ſhot. 
geilm! O man do'ye ken if our Meg be at the 
_— Iron the day? they tell me ſhe's in wr the ſhair- 
whiliy tail'd mare; if ye wad tell her to gang to Cape 
tolhin C——5, and ſee if hf be bail for me, for 
pe ſerve them wi' coals. : 
Andrew. A'Il do ſae Rab man, am very wae to 


. Are ' i 2 6 o 
e ye there man, what will be the price o't wat 
D * 8 : G 1 * 


De tay 
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Coalmas, They tell me it'll be 'a red ha'f 

deace nney- 2 S . 

't thi Andrew. Fare ye well Rab; an the deil ſpeed 
e death o't, faith a' wiſh I may never ken what 

e price oꝰt Is. „ 


whip 


At laſt Andrew Wag's aff wich his Souremilk 
orſe and Barrels, runs and leaves the Coalman 
ot in the beſt humour; and for hurry to be out of 
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dhe town, they frighted bis horſe, and away be 
ſtronted, like a mad man an a daft horſe; up by 

a Ging-bread wife's' door, and down the weſt-bow, 
off goes one Barrel amongſt a wife's Pegs, and} 

the other on à Salt wife's head and knocked het! 
on her hipps: Andrew ſtill runniug after his ſour- C 
milk horſe (cry ng deils i the beaſt, I loſt my barrels) j 
tell at the corn market. and broke his noſe on 324 
= Glaſgow cart; and went out of the town with! 
2̃ a_dy'd face, the horſe and him directed their race 
to Calder, but was never ſeen in Edinburgh fince, 
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EHE honeſt honourable, vulgarian Company of 
II Coal-drivers ; here, offers a reward of twenty! 
| - carts, for any perſon who .ſhall apprehend the 

| | 


Author of this Book, and . the clutches 
obe ef Duncan Mac Calpin: who will elegantly Enter- 
a tain him, with ten days in the Water hole; for 
the pollution of his Name, and the frequent Alarms 

| giveri by the merry boys paſſing the Guard door, 


cCerymg, Hurry out Duncan Mac Calpin, hurry ont, 
| * they're preking te Glibs. The Printer likewiſe ! 
© _, offers,one thouſand copies oſ the ſaid Book, (on 14 
certain other conditions) than bring him the Auhtor, 

as he wants another of the ſame, or many ſuch: for. 

it had never been done within bis door, bad it not 
deen for the ſake of ſilver. As Coalman is not! 
: to be mocked, eſpecially in cold weather: neithet 


| \ _ ought the Name of a Soldier to be taken in vain. | 
N. B. In @ few days will be Publiſhed a young || || 


ip to 4 Creelwife's Daughter, &c. 
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